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Labour cause. The children also played their part; they distri-
buted leaflets, sold pamphlets and journals, and performed other
duties with exemplary zeal. The early Socialist propaganda was
of course political, but it had a quality of ecstasy which few churches,
and no other political party, could arouse,
No purely selfish movement could have aroused and sustained
an enthusiasm of the kind which then existed. The men and
women who were its members and workers were not moved by
envy of those who were richer than themselves; they were in the
grip of a new and compelling faith. It appealed to the emotional
side of their natures and they became, in imagination, citizens of
a new and better world. The ideal of a co-operative common-
wealth, the possibility of creating a social environment in which
men would live 'with the light of knowledge in their eyes/ released
in them hidden stores of moral energy, and the Labour-Socialist
propaganda did more than any other force operating at that time
to promote a living belief in a 'more excellent way' of life, and to
transform many thousands of the so-called 'economic man' into
self-denying crusaders of a new faith.
My personal experiences as a propagandist were much like
those of other Socialist speakers. I had to undertake much night
travelling, to sleep in many strange beds, to speak at noisy street
corners, and in many stuffy halls. There were, in addition, local
problems of organization and personal equation to be faced and
solved. It was a hard and often thankless task; but I retain
pleasant recollections of many happy associations, of rare privileges
as a guest of workmen in their own homes, of fireside gossip
respecting memories and personalities, of merriment over our
mistakes, and, above all, of the happy fellowship of many strenuous
years.
The labour of propaganda was, on rare occasions, suspended for
recreation and human fellowship,' and prominent among these
opportunities were the annual gatherings of the Clarion Fellowship,
which arose out of a desire on the part of the Birmingham Clarion
Cycle Club to meet Mr. Blatchford, Mr. Thompson, and the rest
of the Clarion staff. 'The Clarion Fellowship was a real right
thing. We made many genuine friendships, and kept them.
Such an experience could not have been bought or earned. It was
a gift of the gods.' l The Clarion Annual Meets were both useful
and refreshing, and they were looked forward to with eagerness
1 Robert Blatchford, My Eighty Tears.

